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That faces now should work no more on me,

Than if they could not charm, or I not see.           10

And shall I break them? shall I think you can

Love, if I could, so foul a perjur'd man?

Oh no, 'tis equally impossible that I

Should love again, or you love perjury.

A SONG

HAST thou seen the down in the air,

When wanton blasts have toss'd it ?

Or the ship on the sea,

When ruder waves have cross'd it?

Hast thou mark'd the crocodile's weeping,             5

Or the fox's sleeping ?

Or hast view'd the peacock in his pride,
Or the dove by his bride,
When he courts far his lechery?

O, so fickle, 0, so vain, 0, so false, so false is she! 10

UPON T[OM] C[AREW?] HAVING THE P[OX]

TROTH, Tom, I must confess I much admire

Thy water should find passage through the fire;

For fire and water never could agree:

These now by nature have some sympathy.

Sure then his way he forces, for all know                5

The French ne'er grants a passage to his foe.

If it be so, his valour I must praise.

That being the weaker, yet can force his ways;

And wish that to his valour he had strength,

That he might drive the fire quite out at length;    10

For, troth, as yet the fire gets the day,

For evermore the water runs away.

UPON THE FIRST SIGHT OF MY LADY SEYMOUR

WONDER not much, if thus amaz'd I look;
Since I saw you, I have been planet-strook:
A beauty, and so rare, I did descry,
As, should I set her forth, you all, as I,